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TO  BE  SUNG  AT  THE 

FUNERAL  OF  PREST.  BRIGHAM  YOUNG, 

SUNDAY,  SEPTEMBER  3,  lSTV. 
Composed  fob  the  Occasion  By 

CHARLES  W.  PENROSE. 

MVSIC  BY 

Prof.  GEORGE  CARELESS. 

Death  gathers  up  thick  clouds  of  gloom 
And  wounds  the  soul  with  anguish  deep. 

Gaunt  sorrow  sits  upon  the  tomb, 

And  round  the  grave  dense  shadows  creep. 

But  Faith  beams  down  from  God’s  fair  skies 
And  bids  the  clouds  and  shades  begone. 

We  gaze  with  brightened,  tear-dryed  eyes 
And  lo!  there  stands  The  Holy  One! 

“ The  Resurrection  and  the  Life.” 

What  hope  and  joy  that  title  brings ! 

Death’s  but  a myth  with  horrors  rife, 

And  flees  before  the  King  of  Kings. 

Then  shall  we  mourn  and  weep  to-day 
Because  our  Chief  has  gone  to  rest? 

He  slumbers  not  in  that  cold  clay, 

He  lives  and  moves  among  the  blest. 

We  lose  a leading  Master  Mind, 

But  spirit  hosts  behind  the  vail 
New  strength  and  added  wisdom  find, 

To  make  our  mutual  work  prevail. 

Hosannas  greet  his  entrance  there, 

And  Joseph  waits  with  words  of  praise, 

While  here  sad  thousands  bow  in  prayer, 

And  funeral  notes  in  grief  we  raise. 

Farewell,  dear  brother  Brigham  Young, 

God  called  thee  through  th’  eternal  gate, 

Thy  fame  shall  dwell  on  every  tongue, 

And  Saints  thy  worth  will  emulate. 

Thy  work  on  earth  was  nobly  done, 

And  peace  smiles  sweetly  on  thee  now. 

The  crown  celestial  thou  hast  won, 

In  splendor  waits  to  deck  thy  brow. 


